CHAPTER 170 


October 9, 2011 


“Hello?” 


Justin was at home, just sort of wandering around and wasting his time with video 
games and reruns of Whose Line Is It Anyway. Leave it to Drew Carey and Ryan to 
at least somewhat cheer him up. Too bad it wasn’t really enough. He probably 
should have been at Junes for that part-time job that Yosuke had given him, but 
truth be told, Justin had no intention of showing up anymore. He wasn’t sure how 
he’d get the money for Maya’s costume, but maybe he didn’t even care anymore. 
He wanted nothing to do with anyone of his so called friends anymore, and that 
included seeing Yosuke’s ugly ass Mub. Still, perhaps it was for that reason he 
wasn’t all that surprised by Yosuke calling him, peskering him about whatever it 
was he wanted to. Maya had slowly approached Justin, trying to listen in on the 
conversation; it was really the only way she could find out who Justin was talking to, 
since he’d be much too preoccupied talking to really notice any gestures she made 
to ask who was on the phone. 


“Hey Justin, is Ma-“ Justin didn’t even let Yosuke finish before clicking the phone off. 
He really should have known it had been one of THEM calling him; after all, who else 
had his number? The only person that could possibly be calling him that he would 
actually be alright with talking to was Chie. Maybe part of him was hoping she 
would call him; god knows he needed something or someone to keep his mind off 
everything. Yosuke calling though... He hadn’t even said anything and Justin was 
already pissed beyond belief. Hell, he wasn’t even going to mention all that had 
gone down at Junes over Naoto; he wasn’t even going to ask Justin to come in and 
work after Yosuke had gone through the trouble of getting him a part-time job. He 
just wanted to see if Maya was available. She had taken the day off, so she had 
been at home with Justin the entire time; she wasn’t sure if that was a good idea or 
not in retrospect. Regardless though, she was very much upset when Justin hung up 
on Yosuke, knowing full well he was calling for her. Because unlike Justin, she 
actually listened to what he was saying before hanging up. 


Maya quickly snatched the phone out of Justin’s hand, an aggravated if not 
somewhat embarrassed expression on her face. There was a point where being 
angry was just embarrassing for everyone around you; where being an asshole just 
made it worse for everyone around you. Justin grunted a bit as Maya wrestled the 
phone out of his hands, her eyes piercing through him with this look of disgust on 
her face, as if she were calling him an asshole through just a glance. It pissed him 
off thinking he was fighting for her and she was slowly but surely siding against him. 
She sighed before dialing Yosuke’s number again, marching away from Justin as the 
phone rang. And of course Yosuke was quick to pick-up; Justin could tell from the 


way Maya had began to tap her finger against the bottom of phone. It wasn’t long 
before she had walked outside, maybe so she wouldn’t have to deal with Justin’s 
constant sneering. He knew she was trying to ignore him; and it killed him little by 
little inside. Slowly, one by one, the people he had thought were there for him in life 
slowly isolated him, separating themselves from his good graces. And it pissed him 
the fuck off. 


Justin glared at the door to his front porch for a while before turning around and 
storming upstairs to his bedroom. He couldn’t stand to even think of Maya and 
Yosuke standing out there talking shit about him. He knew they were; they always 
did. They hated him. Despised him. The only reason they kept him around all those 
months was because he had a gun, because he had the power. But the moment he 
stood between them and their damn investigation, that was it; they were through 
with him. He was nothing more than a means to an end and he knew it. And he 
hated it. He hated them. He hated them all. He stormed up the stairs to his room 
before turning around and slamming the door behind him, huffing and puffing the 
entire way. It wasn’t long before his eyes slowly descended upon a picture he had 
on his bed stand. He walked over towards it with curiosity, eyes analyzing the 
frame, the glass... the picture. 


He had since framed that picture Rise had given him all that time ago, her name 
signed at the bottom. Kanji was in it too; but that’s because it was a class picture. 
Justin bit his bottom lip with anger as his eyes examined every last crevice of the 
picture. Rise was smiling, seemed like she was having fun at the very least. Kanji 
damn near never smiled, so it wasn’t really a surprise he wasn’t smiling here either. 
And at the corner of the picture - “BFFs Forever, love Rise.” Yeah some best friend 
SHE was. Justin’s lips trembled with rage as he stared at the permanent reminder of 
their lies. Within a quick motion he snatched the picture and threw it half way 
across the room, glass shattering in every which direction as the frame snapped like 
a twig, picture fluttering to the floor like a leaf. Justin panted heavily, hands balled 
into fists as he stared at the torn up remains of the picture frame. 


“Yes... That’s it... Let it out.” Justin’s eyes widened slightly as he was snapped 
out of his brief fit of anger by the sound of Justin’s shadow; his voice echoing in that 
sinister manner it usually do. It wasn’t unusual for him to engage in conversation 
with his shadow for the last few days, and as such he had flipped the mirror in his 
room around. He had managed to break the mirror when he threw the picture frame 
at it, but the image of Justin’s shadow smirking was still ever visible in the 
fragmented slate of glass. Like a million of his shadow staring at him from each 
crack in the mirror, each seeming more wicked than the last. Justin cautiously 
approached the mirror, getting so close as to almost touch it with the tip of his 
nose. “Aww, what’s wrong. She break your little heart?” 


“She’s a liar just like all the rest. They’re all liars.” Justin muttered, pressing the tips 
of his fingers against the glass to feel where the glass splintered away, where the 


normally smooth surface felt rugged and rough. The shadow smirked a bit, 
chuckling to himself as Justin made contact with his reflection’s surface a certain 
longing in his face, hatred in his eyes as he spoke to himself in the mirror. The very 
fact that the shadow was having a conversation with Justin was a victory in and of 
itself; to see him almost turning to the shadow was another. 


“But of course they are... They’re human after all. You can’t trust anyone 
out there; all they’II do is stab you in the back... Gotta look out for yourself 
first and foremost, don’t ya?” The shadow chuckled mischievously, millions of 
his golden eyes seeming to leer at Justin from his reflection. Justin nodded his head 
a bit, mouth open though no words coming from it. He never agreed with his 
shadow on anything and for good reason... But now... There was something about 
the shadow’s world that spoke to his heart strings; like he knew exactly what Justin 
felt like. Which is not surprising when his shadow WAS him, but before Justin 
refused to acknowledge his shadow knew ANYTHING about him... Now he couldn’t 
help but feel his shadow was the only one who understood. “They broke you, 
didn’t they? Used you and threw you away like an old rag.” 


“| hate them... | hate them SO much.” Justin sighed, voice trembling a bit as his 
fingers dug into the rim of the mirror, holding onto it’s surface as tightly as he 
could; as if letting go for only a second would cause him to collapse to the ground 
beneath him. As if he just didn’t have the energy to carry on anymore; with 
ANYTHING. And that was just what the shadow wanted as he laughed mischievously 
from Justin’s reflection. 


“| tried to want you; humans are the scum of the earth.” The shadow 
remarked bluntly, still chuckling mischievously. Justin blinked his eyes a couple 
times, head hung in sorrow as his eyes teared up a bit. He was just so angry that it 
hurt his chest. Just not as much as his friends had hurt him. “You don’t need 
them anyway; they were no good for you. At least I’m here for you. I’ve 
always been here for you... And Ill never leave.” The shadow feigned 
sympathy; and for just a moment Justin actually believed him. He sniffled a couple 
times before wiping his eyes with the side of his index finger, shaking his head and 
slowly backing away from the mirror. 


“No... No, you don’t give a damn. You just want... Whatever the fuck it is you want!” 
Justin remarked angrily as he backed away from the mirror. Every fiber of his being 
said to just flip the mirror back around; but there was something about his reflection 
that was just so... tantalizing, his words so alluring as wicked as Justin knew they 
were. He knew they hated him; and he hated them. But even so, he knew his 
shadow had nothing but wicked intent; after all, he was a demonic version of 
himself. The shadow tilted its head to the side for a moment, eyes softening slightly 
despite the golden glare that reflected from his pupils, a frown sweeping across his 
face. If he was pretending to care; he was doing a hell of a job at it. 


“You’re breaking my heart kid. Don’t you remember all the good ol’ times 
by the lake...? I’ve always been there for you; and always will. I’d never 
hurt you like those little imps you called pals. You and me, we’re like 
brothers. We’re one and the same. And we'll be friends... till the day you 
die...” The shadow chuckled mischievously at his own remark. It was pretty damn 
clear what he meant by that, but by this point Justin’s mind was in complete 
shambles. He couldn’t even tell who was and wasn’t his friend anymore; the people 
he had thought were his friends betraying him, the people he thought his enemy 
calling to him in his time of need. Justin slowly fell to his ass on the ground, one leg 
spread across the floor as he stared up from the floorboards at his reflection, mouth 
still slightly open, though there was a blank expression on his face. 


“4. rhe enemy of my enemy...” Justin remarked, eyes slowly squinting down into a 
half glare. Not glaring at his reflection anymore mind you; but all the people he had 
tried to trust over the years, only to have his hopes crushed like an ant beneath a 
rock. All he wanted was to be accepted; but apparently that was too much. He had 
his dreams taken away from him one too many times for him to just move on. The 
shadow’s grin spread across his face from cheek to cheek in what seemed almost 
inhuman in its appearance, teeth clamped together as he chuckled to himself. 


“You know what I think? | think no sin should go without punishment.” The 
shadow smiled from every broken fragment of glass, all of his dozens of eyes 
seeming to shine through from the crevices; even in the broken shards of glass that 
had been scattered across his floor from the picture frame. The shadow seemed to 
practically surround the boy, eyes gazing at him from every direction. Perhaps that 
was what made Justin’s state of mind so fragile; that sensation of a thousand eyes 
watching him, none of them kind. His claustrophobia felt like a thousand needs 
pricking him in his eyes. In his brain. In his gut. In his heart. Justin stared at the 
ground for a moment before darting his eyes back up to the thousand golden gazes 
watching him, piercing his very soul. 


“What exactly are you proposing?” Justin remarked after a moment. He didn’t know 
why he bothered asking; he knew what his shadow had in mind was nothing short of 
satanic. But the way he felt in his chest right now; maybe satanic was being 
generous. Maybe satanic would suit him just fine. The shadow smirked a bit, his 
reflection seeming to grow larger as if he were to approach his side of the mirror, 
each eye only seeming to zoom in on Justin fixating onto his position. He trembled 
Slightly at the sight of a thousand eyes watching him, gazing at him, observing what 
he was doing. He could almost feel his body shake as if his soul were trying to 
escape from his body. 


“Oh you just leave that up to your good friend... | just need you to do one 
teensy little thing...” The shadow smiled a bit, giggling like a little girl. “It’s 
nothing big, just a tiny little favor.” The shadow repeated, as if repetition 
would serve to drill the message into Justin’s head, to make him believe what he 


was doing was insignificant when, really, it was the basis of his entire plot. Justin 
tilted his head to the side, allowing his head to hang freely to the side. 


“I'm listening.” 


“You see; | might be you, and you might be me; but that doesn’t mean 
we’re one and the same... you get me? I don’t know what you know and 
you don’t know what | do... All | need to you to do... is pick up your cell- 
phone.” Justin stared at the mirror, pinching the inside of his bottom lip with his 
teeth, contemplating the matter, head bobbing up and down before he could so 
much as decide what he wanted to do. It was only a couple of seconds before he 
gradually slipped his fingers into his pockets felling around for the plastic hunk that 
was his cell-phone. It was still pretty fucked up from a couple weeks ago, but it 
should work fine. It would just be some pretty crappy audio quality, and perhaps a 
glass shard or two jammed into Justin’s finger tips. “Great... Now then... | want 
you to dial up Kurt’s number.” 


“Why?” Justin spat after a moment, getting a little aggravated by all of this. The 
shadow clearly wasn’t letting him know something, and besides; he didn’t want to 
talk to Kurt. Furthermore, Justin got a feeling that his shadow wanted to do 
something with Kurt’s shadow nature; probably shoot him in the face and steal his 
soul or something. The shadow shook his head, refusing to budge and answer Justin. 


“Hey, hey... Don’t worry about it. Just dial the number...” The shadow 
prodded him, forcefully yet oh so softly at the same time. There was a certain allure 
to listening to a violent man try to sweet talk you, like you’d broken through his 
outer shell and found a garden in his heart. Perhaps that was what Chie saw in 
Justin, but he wouldn’t really know. Justin sighed before punching in the number, 
not even giving the matter a second thought and pressing the device to his ear. It 
was only a moment before it stopped buzzing and he could hear Kurt on the other 
line. 


“Hello?” Justin nodded his head up and down again as he heard Kurt’s voice on the 
other line. It pissed him off, yet... he felt so calm right now, so... weak... Weak of 
mind and weak of heart. His eyes darted close for only a brief moment, as if digging 
around for sleep; but that was all it took for the shadow to take control. Justin’s eyes 
were stained a golden tone when he reopened his eyes, mouth curling up into a 
wicked grin. 


“Hello Kurt, you think you can do me a favor...?” The shadow smirked as he 
started digging through Justin’s pockets for something. Justin had recently started 
smoking again with all that had gone down. Yu had told him it was a bad idea, but 
clearly Yu didn’t care about him, so why the fuck should he stop? Kurt was needless 
to say very confused on the other line. He hadn’t even spoken to Justin over the 
past few days, let alone without being bitched out as he picked up the phone. It was 
like Justin forgot everything that had happened in a matter of seconds. 


“Justin? What’s goi-“ 


“Shut up.” The shadow cut Kurt off, not very pleased with any form of human 
interaction with the guy. He had one thing he needed and it wasn’t him. Believe him 
when he said if there was any other way to get what he needed he would have 
taken it, but alas there was not and he was stuck channeling through Kurt to get 
the... ingrediants to his symphony of destruction. Kurt swallowed hard on his end, 
caught off guard by the rude gesture. Justin seemed to be having moodswings all 
over the place. “You know that guy you said you knew who got you those 
booze? Can you do me a favor and give me some contact information?” The 
shadow laughed slightly as he grabbed a hold of what he had been looking for: a 
lighter. He quickly flipped the top open, exposing the flame; the fires dancing in his 
face ever so majestically yet destructive at the same time. 


“Gonna have a party. You know. Set the night on fire.” 


